ACT I                     HAYFEVER
CLARA goes to the front door and admits SANDY
TYRELL, who is a fresh-looking young man ; be bos an
unspoilt, youthful sense of honour and rather big bands,
owing to a misplaced enthusiasm for amateur boxing.
CLARA goes out, door below stairs.
SANDY (crossing to JUDITH and shaking bands) :   I say,
it's perfectly ripping of you to let me come down*
JUDITH :    Are you alone ?
SANDY (surprised):   Yes.
JUDITH: I mean, didn't you meet anyone at the
station ?
SANDY : I motored down; my car's outside.
Would you like me to meet anybody ?
JUDITH : Oh, no, I must introduce you. This is my
daughter Sorel, and my son Simon.
SANDY (moves to SOREL and offers bis band, which she
igiores) : How do you do ?
SOREL (coldly): I'm extremely well, thank you, and I
hope you are.
Brushes past him and exits upstairs.
SIMON :    So do I.    (Does the same.}
SANDY looks shattered.
JUDITH (crosses in front of SANDY and glares after
SIMON and SOREL) : You must forgive me for having
rather peculiar children. Have you got a bag or
anything?
SANDY :   Yes ; it's in the car.
JUDITH : We'd better leave it there for the moment,
as Clara has to get the tea. We'll find you a room
afterwards.
SANDY: Fve been looking forward to this most
awfully.
JUDITH:   It is nice, isn't it?    (Moves to window.)